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7HE STAR OF LIRERTY.

{,‘Mnmmqw Uit States:]

Suar of the brave! whose beam hath shed
H;mo’ulhqﬂdﬂhﬂ;
That rediznt and adered deowit,

Which millions roshed o arma to greel!
Wild meteor of immortal birth,

Why rise in Heaven fo set on earth?

Soals of alnin heroes formed thy rays;
Frernity finsbed thioagh thy blazel
The mmsie of thy martial sphers,

Was fame on high and honor here;
And the light broke on heman eyes,
Like a voleano of the skies.

Liks lava rojied thy stream of blood,
Asd swept down Emmres with its flood;
Earth roched benenth thee to ber base,
As then didst lighten through all space;
And the shoen snn grew dim in wir,

And eat while thoa wert dwalling there.

Before thes mee and with thes grow

A maisbow of the loveliest hoo;

Of three bright calots, each divine,
And fit for that eelestinl vign;

For Freedom's hand bad bleaded them,
Lake tints in an immortal gem.

O tint was of the sanbeam’s dyes;
(e, the blse depth of seraphs’ ayes;
One, the purs spinit’s veil of white
Had robed in radiance of lis light:
The three, s0 mingled, did boseam
The terture of & heavenly dream.

Etar of the brave! thy ray is pale,

And darkness mos! again prevail?

But, oli! then rainbow of the free!

Thar tenrs and blood most flow for thee!
When thy bright promize fades away,
Our life is but & load of clay.

Asd Freedom hallows with her tresd
The sileat cities of the dead;

Far beastifal in death are they,

Wha proadly fall ic ber array:

And soon, oh, Gaddens! may we be
Forever more with them or thee.

THE SOLDIER'S DREAN.

Pat the wellier slept, and his dreams wers bright,
And the vouy glow of his bridzl night,
With the ange! on his breast;
For be pasied away from the wintry gloom,
To the pleasant light of a cheerful room,
Where & et sat purring npon the loam,
Anid bis weary hoart was bleat.

Hia children eame—twa blne-eyed girls,
With Inughing lips and sunny corls,
And cheeks of ruddy glow;
The mother, pale, but lovely now,
As when upon ber virzin brow
He proadly sealed his early vow,
In the Sawmmer, long sgo.

Scleet Tale.
THE ACE OF SPADES.

BY FRANCIS A, DURIVAGE,

* Twenty to one I hit it at the frst
shot !" said Frank Traverse, s young
American, as he pointed out to his com-
panions, a group of Cubans and Span-
iardy, a playing-card, the ace of spades
pinned to the trunk of s palm tres at
twenty paces distance, in the capacions
gerden of a country-seat im the neighbor-

laid sside their costs. Traverss bent
the blade of his foil to try its temper and
spring ; it proved to be the best an
steel. Alvares tossed his biigh in the air,
caught it with the right and left hands,
threw it over his arm, and played with
it in a thousand dexterous fashions. At

last they ealoted gracefully, and inter- | Tra

changed the preliminary passss to mscer-
tain their distance.
“On guard |” cried the BSpaniard,

engaged.

blades were

Traverse was considered a good swords+
sutsgo- | your own business 7’ grombled Walters.

wan. He made a pass, and his
nist sent his blade whirling thirty feet in
the ir.

* Take mine, I beg you,” said Alvar-
ez, with a polite bow.

Picking op the American’s sword, he
renewed the encountsr, and touched his
antagonist lightly on the bresst. Tra-

armed instantly.

« ] give it up,"’ said he, gayly. * 8t
George was not more & master of the
sword.”

« It is nothing,"’ snewered the Spag-
iard, indifferently, yet well plessed at the
compliment. * My fencing is like yoor
shooting. I have lived with the sword
in my hand. It is my favorite wespon.”

* He is an inveterate duellist,”” whis- |

pered Walters to his friend. * He has

i killed four men to my certain knowledge,
| and each one was driJled in a different
i place. His success makes him something
| of & bally.”

“ Come, gentlemen, to borse,” said
Captain Alvarez. * The sun has almost
touched the horizon— the breeze has

| sprung up—we shall be in time to pay

onr respects to the ladies on the Pasco.”
The gay party lighted their cigars,
mounted their little Andalosian horses,
and cantered toward the city at an easy
pace.

It was holiday time in Havanas, and
Traverse and his friend, both masked,
were chatting with a couple of senoritas
on whom they were making an evening
call, when a group of maskers entered
the room. One of them held a guitar in
his hands, which he touched skillfully,
while he sang, with a voice whose rich-
ness was not entirely suppressed by the
mask he wore, the words of a Spanish dit-
ty. When he ceased, he approached the
senorita Melendes, and said :

* Manuela, do yon know me "

« [ know you not, senor.”

“ (Jan yon not guess?”

» It Aashes on my mind.” said the
senorits, ** that yoc are Sebastian Neva-
ralll

« Wrong !"" replied the stranger, with
a light langh. * Try again.”

gay girl, and she sprang from her seat
and snstched at his mask. The stranger
defended himself, and ss he was mach

completely.

Traverse langhing, sprang to her aid,
and had slmost rudely seized the stran-
ger's mask, when a shriek attered simul-
taneously by the two ladies, arrested his
hand. zla tarned away in astonishment.
Manuela, pale as death, sank into & chair,
and covering her face with ber hands,
sobbed convalsirvely.

asked Traverse of his friend.
* Don’t you know,” replied Walters,

bood of Havana.

“ Draw it rather milder, for heaven’s
sake, Frank,” whispered his friend, Will | got
Walters, s New Yorker, s long resident

*“ Twenty to one T centre that ace !”
Tepeated Traverse, looking ronnd ‘him.

“You are jesting, amigo,” ssid a
dashing young Spasish officer, Captain
Astonio Alyares, of the lanceros. *Yoa
Are jesting, or you waat to throw away

“That's my look oat, Captain will ;
You taks me up 7" - s

“ Well, then, I'll make the offer fairer.
T will tarn my back to the mark—wheel
¥ the word fire ! and discharge my pis-
~two—three. You shall give
1, if you like.”

Traverse tarned his back to the csrd.
Captain gave the word. Traverse
Al dud ﬁr.d at two.“
n“"l tan up and exsmined
stroking his coal-black

% did it, certainly,” asid he,
t was a chance shot.”

repested Traverse.
red to one I'll do it agsin foar
;bDnm." said the e
uade by the first T;:deireuum ~ bo:':

¢ & ference

te third—she fourth and Gl shots - wi-
The card was band-
dst the admiration of the

 Traverss smiled ag he put the esrd in
“This is nothieg,””
) made better shots.
othmg wonderfol init. I have
the pistol in my hand.”  |&
!rﬂ’g.un;i;nt:.mli the small sword |
* 8sked the lancero, caralessly,
ferently well," replied ’l‘nﬂu{- -
to & bout ¥ Ksked

" Wuh all my Nu
I"arex smiled, and o

18 vest pocket.

hat do yon say
n.

yourself into a precious serape.”
* Yon'll stand by me, Will 7"

besitation.

ed Traverse, said in a low,
voice
bold it then I"" He raised his mask.

« Captain Autonio Alvares,” exclaim-
ed Truverss.

* The same, sir, at your service,” re-
plied the captain. * It sppears yon
know me. May I ask you to favor me,

very anxious to kmow to whom I shall
pay my respects for the honor you did

Rewmove your mask, if you please.”

« Not here, captain, bat you shall
soon-Jesrn who I am. I never concealed
mysell from frived or foe. I will send
tﬁmlh- to address -your card—for [

« I am to ,be found st my quarters in
farewell.”

s low bow, and a los pies de
a stataly step. s '

8a his ohoice, The young

« T will be sure this time,” said the

taller than his assailant baffled her efforts

« What the devil have I done now

“that it is & deadly insult to lay your
hand on a mask P’ A woman hes priy-
ileges, but a man, none. It is Iikf pull-
iog an Oriential by the beard. You've

“Yes,” replied Walters, with some

At this junctore, the stranger » Troleh-
iberate

*Yoa desired to see my face. Be-

in return, by disclosing your face | 1 am/

me jost now in presence of these lsdies.

my osrd, snd thea you will know
presnme yeu coasider yourseli insulted.”

the cavalry barrseks, whither [ am go-
ing directly. DUntil we mest again, air,

The eaptain offered bis band Grst to
Traverss, then to his friend. Then with
wsirades

senoritas, ha passed out of the with

coro— for the choice of wespons lies with
me, and he is at my mercy.”
“* Deuced lucky, too I'" muttersd Wal-
ters. “If it bad been otherwiss, he
would bave split you like a lark. Bat
what’s to be done now 1’

*“To the captain’s quarters,” replied
verse. ‘:nAdin. I:}i.l.:'" gl
“ Good fortune go with yom, ant
caballero I cried the girls together.
Traversd, potting his arm in that of

his friend, strolled away in the direction

of the barrscks.
“ Why the doee did yon not mind

* It’s & confounded ticklish thing to med-
dle with a man’s mask, and you ought
to have known it.”

** How should I ?”

* Ignorance is no excuse in the eyes of
custom, any more than in the eyes of the

{lsw. Bat you're in for it now. What
verse laughel in return, and was dis-|

do yon propose to do ?”

* 8end him my card.”

« He'll Gght, of course.”’

“] should suppose — his profession
will foree him to it."”

“ Yery well—you name pistols. Yoo
can’t think of killing him 7"’

“ Do I look like a ruffian, Walters 7"
“ Yery well, then. You fire in the
air. He’s dissatisfied, demands another
shot—yon grant it, and very likely the
fellow will hit you. No, no! yon must
wing him st the first shot. Touch bim
in the arm.”

** And perhaps cause him the loss of a
limb | I can’t think of that.”

** Then all that I have to say is, that
it's a very bad scrape. What if you
apologize 7"’

** Apologize I'"" cried Traverse. “Nol
no ! the blood of the Old Dominion will
not allow me to stoop so low as that., I
can bleed, but cannot blush. It’s an
awkward affair, as yousay ; bat I maost
see it through.”

* Very well, or rather very ill,”" said
Waltere. * And hero are the barracka.
I am to go in snd ask for Captain Al-
varez, and hand him yoor csrd 7"

* Exactly, and wait for his answer,
whatever it may be."”

* Confonnd itl"” cried Traverse, search-
ing his pockets, I baven’t sny cards
about me ; I left them all at my hotsl.”

* How unlucky I”” cried Walters.

* Unlucky, indeed | Stay, have yon
s pencil 1’

* Yes, here it is ; have you found a
card 7"

* Yes,” said Traverse, producing a
crampled and soiled card, **there it is.”

“ Do you call that thing a card 1"

# Yes, it is the Ace of Spades !”

**The very card you centered five
times."

“ Yes, it must serve the purpose.”
And Traverse wrote bis address upon it.
Walters took the card and disappeared,
while Traverse walked to and fro, wrap-
ped in deep thonght.

In a few minutes his friend re-sppear-
ed, with an exultant countenance.

“ Joy | joy I"” be cried.

« What do youa mean ?"

« Alvares has backed ont. It wasthe
Ace of Spadea that did it. As soon as
he saw it, he changed color. There is a
note from him.” .

Traverse tore open the note :

“ Caro w1 Awigo :—Had 1 known it
was you who laid hande on my mask,
the affsir wonld have ended with a laugh.
We cannot hold foreigners responsible
for scts committed in contravention of
our social nsages. Let it pass as a frolic
of the Carnival. Excuse my apparent
rudeness, and believe me ever yonrs,

“ AxtoNio ALvARes.”

* Valiant captain !"” eried Traverse, aa
the two turned to regain their lodgings.
I appreciate hin motives—he had no
ides of being centered like the Acm or
Seapgs.”

Firry Years Aco.—On Moaday of
the, present week, Mr. Thurlow Weed
passed throngh our city on bis way home-
ward, from sttending the fanersl of one
of his esrliest friends at Rochester.—
While the cars were mming here, ons
of our oldest citizens, Mr. Adsms, in
passing through the depot met Mr. Weed,
with whom he was scquainted in early
life. After exchanging salatstions, Mr.
Adame ssid, * Mr. Weed, I think it is
fally iy years since I last saw yon.”
“ Yes,"” responded Mr. Weed, *“it is a
little more thaa that, and then I was
blacking boots in your father’s tavern st
Onondags Hollow.” A few minates of
pleasant conversstion eusued between
these acquaintances of balf s century ago.
It is characteristic of Mr. Weed that he
pever loses sight of his -bumble origia in
life.—Syracuse Journal.

Dixr ar Port Hopsox axp VicxsruRa.
—It most be uncomfortable living just
now st Vicksbgrg sad Port Hodson.—

EF
:
i
i

ant, bat not equal
there is more rye.”

Here the Keotucky
deeply affected that he was com
smell & cork which he took
vest pocket, and says he :

“Kentacky raised a great deal of rye
before the breaking out of this here fatal
war with the SBoathern Confederacy, with
whom Kentucky is connected by mar-
risge; she raised it by the bottle;
which form it bu;u-u. !-' it ;:'u.
crowning glory of sgricaltare. ** says
the (,‘oa'-::u.in Kentacky chap, stirring
an invisible beverage with an imagi
“how softly on my senses

g entocky’s patiooal anthem—

Bliscelmens,

TEX DYING VOLUNTEER.

Y PR WA Wamnax.
.-_ - =

“Oh, wrap the fag ssvend me, boys,”
And Iy e dows to dis;

Whaere the cansen pemre wroesd me,
And the earmage rage high;

While my last theujihly & ey country
And my motr—ob, my Gad!

Lat Thy stroag right arm sapport her,
While she passes nieath Thy red.

M"llunl't- the bill-side
Of the noble “Prairie State,"

Where & golden willow droopeth
O'er u little rustic gase,

And my groy-baired sire s sitting
With his Bible on his knee,

By ita hearth-stone, while be prayeth;
Even now, perhaps, for me.

And furthey on, snother stifl—
Bot, oh! the madd’ning theught!
What misery to thee, beloyed,
Treason's black hand hath wroaght!
Bot thise 19 not the caly heart
That bows in woa w-night,
Nor thine the only stricken soul
That loeks above for light.

Bot be ye strong, and besr ye op—
We have not bled in vain—

‘The fetters we have stricken off,
Will me’er be forged aguin;

And bad [ now a thousand lives,
T'd give them all for thee,

My native land, my precious home,
If they might make thee free.

Then “wrap the fiag around me, boys,"

The Red, the White, the Bloe;
In every thought, and every aet,

To them | have heen 1fue.
Liviog, T fought beneath ita folds;

Dying, my prayer shall be,
That every star may typily

A Wity troly free.

LETTER FROM ORPHEUS C. KEER.

Hentucky Rye—ile Attends o Val.
landigham

Meeting.

Editor T. T' :—The beantifol Spring,
my boy, is out in the sunshine once
more ; bowing her pretty face over her
lap, aa though to breathe the odor of the
fresh violets lying scattered npon her co-
quettish green apron, but reslly to hide
the blush mantling the cheeks on which
the hot breath of ensmored young Bum-
mer is tempting the roses to premsture
birth. VWhat s fine old world thisis,
after all, if wa have plenty of money in
our pockets, plenty of beslth in our sys-
tems, snd pDo poor relations.
stand on the Arlington side of the
tomac, onany one of these fair May days,
and look around you in any direction,
there is & beanty even abont the tracts of
war which enables you to comprehend
so many of your brass-battoned Gen-
are foud of staying in one place so
long. Behind you riss Arlington heights,
which are dizliked by our excellent Na-
tional Democratic Organization, only
becsuse they wear & covering of Lincoln
green in Summer ; before you, sud a-
cross the Potomae, is the
distracted country, looking fike an am-
bitious marble on its way out of town;
and close bsside you is one of our nation-
sl troops extracting certain wonders of
the insect kingdom from s Government
biscnit. On Tuesday I was standing
with the Conservative Kentacky chap
near Long Bridge, surveying this scene,
and says I :

“Behold, my Neslor, how the scars
left npon nsture’s face by the chariot
wheels of War are turning into dimples,
and all the twinkling carves of a placid
smile.”

“Yes" says he, hastily pickiog np the
Jack of Dismonds which he had secident-
ally drawa *from his pocket, with his
handkerchief, ““the soene is_rather pleas-
b0 Kentacky, where

chap became so

* If & body meet & body,
Comin’ through the rye.”

And the old rye of Kentacy is famous for
its body.”” The Kentucky chap hiccop-
ped al the bare recollection of the thing,
and ssys be : ;“Bat we can no looger ssy
that the bloom is on the rye; for this
sopstasal war has killed the agricalture
of Kentucky sad broken man
boulu.l O.F’MIK
thirsty I am 1"
After thin spasch, my boy,
mu_mm glory of God's bean-
ol picturs '

Aa you

spitol of our

%y ! bow
+ I could

says I¢
“Who was be 7"’

knows what his real name was. He in-|

be was a gentleman.”

Here the private Mackerel in rags
broke in, and says, ““Yes,hs was a gentle-
man, I ain’t no gentleman, but I know
be was, and I can lick any masn that
ssya be wasn't! I epoke to him Iast
night when be was relieving a guard, sad
asked him what fire-company be belong-
ed to ; and he said nons. I see he look-
ed sick, and waso’t fit for duty, and I
offered to go out on picket in his place.

It was not much to offer; but he
squeezed my hand very bard, and said
that my life was worth more than his;
and that be would go. I asked him
what he wanted to come to the war and
get killed for ; and he said he’d tried to
do his best in the world, but every body
was against him, he had been disgraced
for trying to do an honorable thing ; and
could’nt stay and face people sny more,
because all turoed away from him.
told him I counld lick the man who hart
his feelings, and be only said : *“They all
do that,” and went away."” Here the
poor Mackerel in rags shed tears, and
says he; “I know he was a gentleman.”

“I see how it is,”” says the chaplain,
shaking his head; “he was one of those
unfortanates whose sensitive natures are
s logacy of unhappines or madness, to be |’
cancelled only by death,and yet his kind-|"
ness of heart with this rnde soldier
Ermed how much goodness there was in|_

im that the world bad not turned to|
bitterness.” * * . * e

Alss ! my boy, what s pity it is that
these finer natores are forever coming
under the beels of everybody, and g‘at-
ting themselves crashed ! are like
fine Sevres Vases smongst stont earthern
pipkins, equally ready to split with the
cold, or to be pulverized by a tilt from
their next door neighbors. Itis & mis-
fortune for such fragile natares as these
to be in this common-place jworld at all,
my boy, and they casnot do the more
useful portion of humanity a greater
service than by getting themselves ont
of it as soon as possible. I have known
human Porcelain vases of this kind so
fragile, that they were hall-cracked be-
fore anything touched them.

On Thursday, my boy, the report that
a friend of the well-known Soathern Con-
federacy had ben arrested and court-mar-
tialed, in Ohio, for simply advising the
intelligent masues to eet fie to a few
Union hospitals snd go bunting after
American eagles by the light thereof—
this report, 1 say, excited smongst the
loyal bat seditious patriots of Accomae
sn indignation that was snything but
speechless. Shades of our Revolationary
sires ! was it possible that = citizen of
the Republic could no longer speak pisces
without being arrested for speaking peace.
Aghes of the great ! coald it be, indeed,
trae, even where there were no polics, &
man's perconal liberty was no longer
safe | The people of Accomae, my boy,
were alarmed for their own liberties, and
ot once held a puble meeting, at which
I happened to be present.

As all the citisens who were worth
8300 each sent notea to say that thay
bad imperative business to prepare for
the approaching Conseription, snd coald
not come, the meeting was composed
entirely of the other citizens, many of
whom engaged in single combat on their
way thither, for the purpese of mraking
the distance seem shorter. Punctaally

st seven o’clock P. M., & gentlemsn of |once, Qaribaldi sad I went ont for » bit
of diyersion, and nearly got into troubls,
by riding over imto Sardinia before we
knew

it.
(And, indeed, last weok, extending 0ur | Considerin they was

muach mascle toached off a emall feld
piecs with soch admirable precision as
to break sll the windows for two bloecks
around, snd thea dexterounsly di

ry &
lady living across the road. The demon-
stration was received with joyoos sccls-

very large stomach, mounted the plat-
form erected for the speakers, and said he
would commence proceedings on this

oceasion, by reading & short portion of| Here, we use neither torches nor tram-

Washington's Farewell addvess from the|pets ; they sre old snd almast obiolets

volame of Bancroft which be beld in his -npc:”m. Onﬁnubmﬁph- i
nor-

methi:ggbutuinu -

porter, remarked speaker
must be mistaken aboot that being
Washington’s Address, ashe bad ocer

-4
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bis brow than on his besrdless chin.—|could. How long were such outrages to
There he lsy upon his gun, with ope |beendured? He advised his hearers to
haod elm h“dthe sand, ni l.ho'oﬂm l.:m{h]:m the laws; but he would
upon t p ot upon his breast. | have home, organize into regi-

looked like a ell?id who had fallen | ments, pnn:qh:- artillery, procare iron-
asleep after onkind words from his moth- | clsds, snd destroy every man who dares
er. The chaplain and a private Macker- | to
el in rags were bending over him, and|under which the boldest man dared not
express his sentiments. He would have
them do all this peacaably; bat he would

“He went by the nsme of Nemo,”|bave them.do it. Grest spplause, snd

says the Chaplain, sadly; bot no one|cries of *'keep off my corns, durn ye I"
3 ‘As Chesterfield Mortimor, the celebrs-
listed only two days ago, and kept him- | ted Aecomac speaker, was not able to be
self apart from the other men. I think | present on this occasion, Mr. Jones was
introduced, and made a few sensible re-
merks. He said that he had always
been a law abiding man, sad would al-
ways advocate the strictest observance of
the laws. The wretched Lincoln, be
trusted, would be sssasinated at an early
day, by some great-souled maa.

At this moment, my bay, the speaker
saddenly stopped ehort; staring at »
white object which bad just sppesred
fluttering down the street; and then dash-
ed wildly from the platform; tors fari-
ously in the direction of said object,
which sppeared to be moving, followed
spontaneounsly and with frantic by
his fellow speskers, and also the eutire
meoting. 1 was astonished ; I was over-
whelmed ; for such a breakiog up and
precipitate flight of a great indignation
meeting was never witnessed before.—
Quickly monnting the vacant rostrum,
I|I drew my field glass from my pocket,
and procoeded to scan the wonderful
white object which had produced such sn
eloctrical effect, It was moving on as I
fized my glass apon it, and I found it to
be & new banner, borne by a fat young
mao in & white apron, and bearing the

This it was, my boy, that bad broken
up one of the most significant meetings
of the age, by artfully working upon the
ides of its supposed inn-significance.

tarn, I heard that a serions minded
chap, of Republican officiousness, had
just waited upon the Honest Abe, to ask
if he did not intend to canse the arrest of
Smith and Jones for their treason.

‘I'he Honest Abe smiled [eebly, scratch-
ed his head, and says he :

*What Smith and Jones, neighbor ?*’

earpestly, “the Bmith and Jones of Ac-
comao."’

“Well, really,’” ssys the honmest Abe,
plessantly, *it is curious, now ; but I
have never heard of them before.”

Drawiog an inference from this liite
circomstance of Executive Coaversation,
my boy., it strikes me that it would add
considerably to the importance of some
of our large sized local revolutioniats, if
they woald overtarn the present ignorant
Administration, and establish in its place
a—Directory.

Dear Vanity :—1 am happy to inform
you that I have gone into the wholessle
Raid business, and am doing uncommon-
Iy well at it.
bnsnn“ rialio :'hm.ll:;l::r::i d-llu and

a couple of rai ges every
morning before breakfast.

Grli:uou goes with me. He is a very,

8till, the raid is not s streager to. Eo-
ropean warfare. It was knqwn mass
years ago, to both forious Frank and lr-
ery Han. Yon recollest Campbell’s re-
ferencs to it, in ** Hohenlindea™'—
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I eh 4 . r
geatly chid bim for jesti o
the brink of the grave, mjrl:'
realize his cond
*“Qeneral,”” he said, i
you grant me a sim
Inhdlwornkot;:

to

y, *‘ean
last

spesk in favor of an Administration | I speak as a dying mau, and do notyoh !

On reaching Washington, on my re-

“Why,’* says the serious-minded chap

Yours, double entendrily,
Orrazrs C. Keze.
Our Wesr, May 30.

voky boy, and oue of the very best

“ By torch and trampet fast & Raid.”

do not refuse my
My eyes dimm
It is granted,* I ssid.

] promise."

enough to have the m
Blank ca

op the
went tearing
night, at the rate g

my danger.”

follows. Howaever,

If any native of that coantry bas found
the hat I lost that night, aad will retarn -
it, I will give him the cald I got ou the
same occasion.

Bat a p.i'x"ﬁ t ;hi- fli
stirring t e
snd saddles, I lulngtuﬁ my after-
noon raid.

words, and look sharp. Mark me.
low, atd keep dark. There is somhething

to be expected.

Artemius Ward om *
Artemas Ward may be stamped ‘sound’
says in his last

on Copperheads.
lotter: |
Not long ago I made revas ov Jos

eph’s army. I was considerably surprie-
od to obsarve all the cannons pintin rite
to-n;ldo the North.

“ , b\lﬂo‘ ‘.hd m. L By
addressing a Lieutenant Brigadier,
was playing “old sledge™ with a teath
corporil’s clerk for a yaller
in a corner, “my blood-stained
why sir not them gume
the Southern Conthieverscy

ment in the North ? It
matter to wips oat the
down the Cq

squint af me. They
a are shoes sw stocking as
tugoiag_toliel:’lhn_ﬁ. =

1 had promised, and a ‘MeArone can-
not tell & lie. I ordered the muskets
loaded with blank, but took my maa out,
afterwacds, just back of the camp, sad
hanged him. .

Grierson bad just come in from =
small, ander-sized raid.

He broaght in: & mile and a half of
railroad, with embankesents sud all com--
plete—he tells me that he burned two
canals in Eastern Missiseippi.
ligent counterfeiter, with whont he con-:
versed, informed him that the backbome
of the rebellion was brokenm; at least
such was the opinion of eminent military
suthority in Richmond, last week.

Porhaps the most important raid I
bave made, personally, was when I tore
Raritan &a:.‘)ohwm RR I
up road; one bti'bl

ooper said)

An intal

being *no railroad man,” I **didn’t know
Dick Rierson dida’t sither,

iaseription : sey City.

— The natives along that line of country
" BROOKSES : Ryh'd';:!:' ob:,l: to the Old Flag, noe-
NE‘E%AI;&%S}L ‘|to .:luualou to drink: Bome of them

are clergymen. That is & good profes
; Fnu‘ Ltfxcn N‘ow Rnnt *| sion, but as & rule, T prefer the railroed

g'un a son goul,

¢

to boots

)

McAzows,

{ P

velsran,

rai Iknow, h'in‘bﬂlillhbﬂﬂ'- "Thlﬁ'llll"-(hm

ness & long time, aad possessing rather| clork, slipping » ace up -ﬂ.

extensive facilities. , 1 left em 2 thare itine pastime s
1 used to do a little in that live occe- | propeld —propeld a litthy tho moch,' for

sionally, during the Ltalisn War, bat the | wandered outaide the Fed/sil.

country was too small. I remember,|surroanded 2 secesh pi ‘J-"-'

a
s

p—



